80                 A LABRADOE DOCTOR

disappeared with another "lady/! The eldest son, a
mathematical genius, had been able to pay his way
through Cambridge University by the scholarships and
prizes which he had won. One beautiful little dark-eyed
daughter of seven was playing in a West End Theatre as
the dormouse in "Alice in Wonderland." She was second
fiddle to Alice herself, also, and could sing all her
Her pay was some five pounds a week, poor enough for
the attraction she proved, but fnore than all the rest of
the family.put together earned At that time 1 never
went to theatres. Acquaintances had persuaded me that
so many of the girls were ruined on the          that for a

man taking any interest in Christian work whatever. It
was wrong to attend. Moreover* .among my
there were not a few theatre fans, and I had nothing in
common with them. The "dormouse," however, to
come up and say her parts for my benefit, and that of
occasional friends, and was so modest and winsome* arid
her earnings so invaluable to the family, that 1 entirely
altered my opinion. Then and there I came to the con-
clusion that the drama was an essential part of art, and
.that those who were trying to elevate and            it, like

Sir Henry Irving, whose son I had met at Marlborough,
must have the. support of a public who
plays and good conditions both in front and behind the
screen. When I came to London my father had
me not to go to anything but Shakespearian or equally
well-recognized plays until I was twenty-one. Only
did I enter a music hall and I had plenty to            me

in a very few minutes. Vaudevilles are                    in

those days. The censor does good work, but it is still the
demand which creates the supply, and                 im-

provement has occurred has been largely due to the
of the patrons. Medical students need all the open wnd got the cash, but there was so   of u*y
